REALM OF BOREDOM
night falls a phantom city of lights rears itself
skyward on the ocean. A myriad of glowing sparks scin-
tillate in the darkness, tracing with exquisite subtlety
against the dark background of the sky stately turrets of
wondrous castles,, palaces and temples of coloured crystal.
A golden cobweb quivers in the air, weaves itself into a
translucent pattern of fire and hangs motionless admiring
the beauty of its reflection in the water. Enchanting and
incomprehensible is this fire, which burns but does not
devour; inexpressibly beautiful is its magnificent, barely
perceptible shimmer that creates a magic spectacle of
a city of fire amid the bare expanses of sky and ocean.
Over it hovers a ruddy glow, and the water gives back
its contours, merging them in fantastic splashes of molten
gold. . . ,
This play of lights gives rise to curious thoughts:
one feels that yonder in the halls of4 the palaces, amid
the bright radiance of fiery exultation, the soft, proud
accents of music such as was never heard before must sound.
On the waves of its delicious harmonies, like winged
stars,, the noblest thoughts on earth are borne. In some
sublime measure they touch one another and, blazing
forth in momentary embrace, give birth to new flames.,
new thoughts.